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He sat and stared into space and looked bored. Again and
again Manka entreated him to join in the frolic, but he beg-
ged to be left alone. However, his refusal to make a speech
only spurred the crowd to the determination to break his
obduracy. With that hilarious abandon which seizes a
mob, they demanded that he make a speech or sing some-
thing. But he would not budge from his position. He
grinned foolishly, dismally, and shook his head in refusal.

Then one of the youths, chairman of a neighbouring
district Soviet, launched into a spirited attack on him.
He lashed him unsparingly, called him a fool, a coward,
a traitor, a barbarian. Manka attempted to halt this flow
of fierce abuse, but the speaker brushed her aside and
burst into a fresh torrent of vituperation. Was he bent
on shaming Yekim into repentance, or was he in revenge
giving vent to long-stifled rancour ? Whatever his motive
and purpose, he lashed away at Yekim with scorching
words.

Strangely enough, Yekim, always so insensible to cen-
sure, now began to wince. He showed signs of discomfort.
He ceased to grin. A frown contorted his brow. The flush
in his face deepened, he shifted nervously from side to side,
tightened his lips as if in anger, and now and then bit at his
nails. It was evident he was chafing under the brutal
attack. Then he raised his trembling hand and exclaimed
feebly : lNu, let me explain-----'

'Explain nothing !* mocked his passionate adversary.
*You ought to be ashamed to look the sun in the face.'

'Good, good,' Yekim interrupted him. *I understand
you. Very well, very well.' He shook with nervousness
and gathered his coat about him as though he were chilly
and felt of the collar to make sure that it was buttoned.
His eyes, wide open, gleamed with strange terror, or was
it pain ?

'Hear me, hear me, all of you,' he pleaded. 'I didn't
mean to talk. Perhaps it were better if I remained silent.
But there is a limit to everything. Do you understand ?
I am not entirely bereft of feeling, and I do get hurt-
sometimes. Yes, I do, and it is not pleasant to be hurt.'

He paused a% though to catch his breath and collect
his thoughts, or perhaps only to swallow a rising lump in
his throat.